THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
Mother; I am ve-ry sor-ry, my dear. But how did
puss get your doll?
Ellen: I went to play with broth-er Lew-is, and
left doll-y on the floor. Puss saw her there, and
pulled her in the dirt. Oh, how I hate pussl
Mother: Stop, my child, do not use that naugh-ty
word. (I have no space to continue this tragedy in
extemo* But to alleviate anxiety, one may quote the
harmonious close):
Ellen: Then, mam-ma, I am sor-ry I struck puss,
I shall nev-er do so a-gain, but will love her more
than ev-er.
My own feeling is that this child will grow up into
what the American Press so luridly describes as a
'slayer/ but perhaps this is due to prejudice.
I glanced over these books with Ford, sharing his
amusement, and I am bound to admit, his affection,
for their contents. The later volumes consist of an
admirable anthology of extracts, in poetry and prose,
ranging in variety from the Bible, Shakespeare and
Dr. Johnson to Edgar Allan Poe and Mrs. Hemans.
I was aware that he was able to recite by heart
almost any of these later poems, and I was curious to
discover in which direction his tastes would lie. He
could not more exquisitely have illustrated his
philosophy than when he handed me a copy of the
Sixth Reader, and said, as he pointed to a poem on
the open page:
*I think I've gained as much from that poem as
from anything I ever read/
I glanced at it It was Longfellow's Tsalm of
Life/
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